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slender cocoanut-trees, the last of which we should leave
behind after passing Burdwan. These trees, which belong to
the great family of palms, are partial to the coast, and love
to breathe salt air. Thus they are not found beyond a
somewhat narrow belt along the sea coast, and it is vain to
seek them in Central India. The flora of the interior is,
however, extremely interesting and varied.
On each side of our route, the country in this part
resembles an immense chess-board marked out in squares
of rice-fields, and stretching as far as we could see. Shades
of green predominated, and the harvest promised to be
abundant in this moist warm soil, the prodigious fertility of"
which is well known.
On the evening of the second day, with punctuality which
an express might have envied, the engine gave its last
snort and stopped at the gates of Burdwan. This city is
the judicial headquarters of an English district; but properly
speaking, the country belongs to a Maharajah, who pays
taxes to Government amounting to not less than ten
millions.
The town consists in a great part, of low houses, standing
in fine avenues of trees, such as cocoanuts and arequipas.
These avenues being wide enough to admit our train, we
proceeded to encamp in a charming spot, full of shade and
freshness.
It seemed as though a large addition were suddenly